CHAPTER  XXXIII.

SCENES FROM  LIFE  IN THE SAHARA'.

THE sirocco was now at the third day and had much
abated; but not to risk being blown away, we sought
subjects for study elsewhere than at the mercy of the
wind and sand. Behind the negro village is an oasis, within
our oasis of Biskra, in which a wealthy French gentleman,
Monsieur Landon, has reaped the fruits of his enterprise by
cultivating successfully many Australian trees, besides the co-
coanut, mango, and custard-apple, which, if the acclimatization
can ip future be continued, will .become a rare delicacy for
such a tropical climate. Through the' guardian of the deli-
cious villa, as its proprietor had not yet arrived, we gained ad-
mission to the grounds, and in this delightful retreat we were
completely sheltered from the wind and dust. In fact, towards
evening the temperature seemed unusually low, but it was ow-
ing to our surroundings, 'as we discovered when we left the
gardens at sunset; for we met an atmosphere that was stifling
compared with that of the cool grove. The walks between
the clusters of tree trunks, bushes, dense fields of bamboo,
banana, and flowers were raised a foot or more from the in-
tervening patches of grass and small species of fern and other
plants which required moisture. Aside from the coolness of
the lale afternoon atmosphere> I remarked to my friend S. that
I was not only chilled through and through, but felt an extraor-